Catcalling Ladies Run 
Cops, Press Gauntlet 


By BILL GRADY 

“What a game," sighed a policewom- 
an watching the buses unload their 
cargo of hookers at Central Lockup 
Thursday night. 

She was standing off to the side. In 
front of her was the wisecracking press 
and a second line of smirking police- 
men. They formed a corridor from the 
door of the buses into the lockup. 

The ladies were catcalling from their 
bus. They weren't overly witty, but 
virtually everything they shouted was 
greeted with howls from an audience 
ever-starved for color. 

They’d been driven down in two 
buses — male transvestites in one, real 
ladies in the other, but there was obvi- 
ously some overlap. The real ladies 
were noisy. The fake ladies were much 
quieter, and a few swished for the tele- 
vision cameras like beauty pageant 
winners strutting down a white-lit run- 
way in Miami Beach. They seemed to 
enjoy the stroll into the lockup almost 
as much as the hungry bystanders 
enjoyed watching. 

By and large, the fake ladies’ taste 
iseemed to run to leather and soft cot- 
ton prints with slits. The real ladies 
wore skimpier and louder clothes, but 
nearly everyone on both buses was in 
spike heels. They make anybody’s legs 
look longer. 

Once the transvestite bus was empty, 
the real ladies got the spotlight, and 
their banter with the onlookers grew 
positively furious. 

“Where’s Channel 4 at? I wanna tell 
what an unjustice this is,” said one. 

“We ain’t no dogs,” shouted another. 
'’Where’s my man at 7 ” 

They began filing off their bus. 

“Honey, if you can’t make bail, call.” 
“God — I think that’s my ex-wife.” 


“I ain’t never seen nobody so proud 
of their work.” 

“Listen, you guys make a living, why 
can’t we?” asked one of the last hook- 
ers to get off. S 

The lights blinded a few of the 
women and they lurched into the media 
and police lines. Some covered their 
faces with coats and hats, found they 
. couldn’t see, and ran into each other. 

One particular specimen blithely 
raised her shirt over her head, eliciting 
humming and cooing sounds from male 
members of the audience. 

Only one brief episode dampened the 
fun. 

A pale, very siek-Iooking man wob- 
bled off the transvestite bus. He was 
trembling terribly and walking very 
slowly with a cane. His shirt was 
unbuttoned and he had braces on his 
feet. He held up the procession. 

“God, look at him,” somebody said. 

When he'd finally made it inside, peo- 
ple started laughing again, but a little 
more urgently this time. 

They couldn't help it. No one likes to 
think about human degradation. It's 
really not very funny. 


